A Fortnight in NW. Luristan
rime. His enemies held the springs of water, and the Kaka-
vend were also hard up for food. The Persians used aero-
planes to drop provisions, but unfortunately hit the wrong
camps, so that Keram had the added annoyance of watching
his enemies eat his food.
Now he is prosperous under government employ as a
sort of liaison between the authorities and the tribesmen, but
he is not very happy with it all. " They have turned us into
women: they have taken our guns," says he.
" If I had brought a rifle," I asked, " I suppose I should have
been robbed long ago j"
"Why yes," said he.   " I should have stolen it myself."
Stealing is the national art. The Lurs appear to pride
themselves on it more than on anything else. In the days of
the Crusades it is recorded that they were so expert in escalad-
ing walls that Saladin, thinking them a dangerous people,
used to put them in the advance of his attacks so as to extermi-
nate them if possible. When the Persian commander was up
in Duliskan a year or two with 1,800 men, the Ittivends got
through the lines at night and stole the clothes and weapons
from his tent. The next night the guard was doubled, but they
managed to get in and take the blanket off his bed and escape
as he woke up. " There is no one like us for stealing in the
world," said Keram.
I wondered how under these circumstances the Jewish
merchants, who come for antiques as far as Sar-i Kashti
and are known to carry money, manage to get over the
passes at all. It appears that they pay a regular blackmail to
the bandits in the shape of bullets and so buy their way through
at the expense of other travellers.
Meanwhile, after four hours' ride from Tudaru, we were
in Sar-i Kashti itself.
It is as vague and undefined a region as any other round
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